
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



214 



THE IRISH PENNY JOURNAL. 



brought before his mind some past scene of his life, vivid as a 

Eanoramic picture. Again he looked round upon the lucid 
orison and over the frosted earth ; and he thought on the 
opportunities h« had forfeited — the warnings he hadslighted — 
the examples he had scoffed at. He thought upon the friends 
of his youth, and how fhey, better and more fortunate than 
he, were now good men, at peace with themselves — teachers 
of wisdom to others, fathers of blessed families, torchlights 
for the world — and he exclaimed, Oh I and I also, had I but 
willed it, I also might, like them, have seen with tearless 
eyes, with tranquil heart, this night depart into eternity ! 
Oh, my dear father — my dear, dear mother ! I, even I, might 
have been now happy, had 1 but hearkened to your affectionate 
admonitions — had I but chosen to profit by the blessings which 
on every returning New Year's Morn like this your tenderness 
led you to invoke on my head ! 

Amid these feverish reminiscences of his youth, it appeared 
to him as though the spectre which had assumed his features 
in the charnel-house gradually approached nearer and nearer 
to him — losing, however, as it advanced, one trait after an- 
other of its spectral character — till at length, as if under the 
dominion of that supernatural influence which on the last 
night of the old year is popularly said to compel even the 
Dead to undergo a change of form, it took the appearance of 
a living young man — the same young man that he had himself 
been fifty years befere. 

He was unable to gaze any longer : he covered his face 
with his hands ; and, as the blistering tears gushed from his 
eyes, he sank down, powerless and trembling, on his knees — 
and again be cried out, as if his heart would break, O ! come 
back to me, lost days of my youth ! — come back, come back 
to me once more ! 

And the supplication of the Penitent was not made in vain, 
for they came back to him, those days of his youth, but not 
yet lost ! He started from his bed — the blue moonbeams 
were shining in through the windows — the midnight chimes 
were announcing the beginning of a new year. Yes !— all had 
been but an appalling dream — all, except hi3 sins and trans- 
gressions : these, alas 1 were but too real, for conscience, 
even in sleep, is a faithful monitor. But he was still young — 
he had not grown old in iniquity — and with tears of repent- 
ance he thanked God for having, even by means of so terrific 
a. vision, awakened in his heart a feeling of horror for the 
criminal career he had been pursuiug, and for having revealed 
to him in that glimpse of a land full of sunbeams, harvests, 
and angelic spirits, the blissful goal in which, if he pleased, 
the path of his existence might yet terminate. 

Youthful reader ! on which of these two paths art thou ? 
On the right-hand path ? Go forward, then, with the bless- 
ing of thy Maker, and fear nothing ! On the left-hand path ? 
If so, pause : be forewarned — turn while yet thou mayest — 
retrace thy steps — make a happier choice ! I will pray that 
the terrors of this ghastly Dream may not, hereafter be arrayed 
in judgment against thee ! Alas for thee, if the time ever 
come when thou shalt call aloud in thy despair, Come back, 
ye precious days of my youth ! — unlike the dreamer, thou wilt 
but be mocked by the barren echo of thine own lamentation — 
the precious days of thy youth will never, never come back to 
thee ' * M. 



TEETOTALLERS AND TOPERS. 
It is not a little curious, and perhaps not a little amusing in 
its way, to mark the feelings with which these two very dif- 
ferent classes contemplate each other. The introduction of 
teetotallism was a thing for which the toper was wholly 
unprepared. It was a thing of which, a priori, he could have 
formed no conception — a thing of which he never dreamt. 
It therefore took him quite by surprise ; and when it came, 
his opinion of it was, and to this good hour is, that it is one 
of the most absurd and monstrous ideas that ever entered 
into the human head. 

That a class of men should arise who would forswear the 
use of those exhilarating stimulants in which he himself so 
much delighted — that there should ever appear on the face 
of the earth such an ass as the man who would refuse a glass 
of generous liquor when offered him, is to him a thing sur- 
passing belief ; and in fact he does not, or rather will not, 
believe in it. He insists upon it that it is all humbug, 
and that its professors, the professors of teetotallism, may 
say what they please, but that they can and do take their 
drink as freely as he does ; the only real difference being, that 



they take theirs secretly. No evidence whatever will convince 
him that it is otherwise, or at least will induce him to admit 
that it is so. He is, in short, determined not to believe in so 
monstrous a doctrine. But should conviction at any time be 
too strong for him, he then falls back on the consolatory be- 
lief that it cannot long prevail — that it will not, cannot 
stand. An association whose rules should enjoin every mem- 
ber always to walk backwards instead of forwards, or which 
should enjoin any other equally ridiculous absurdity, might 
live and prosper j but teetotallism, the abstaining from the 
dear potations — no, no, that cannot stand any time — ridicu- 
lous, impossible — not in the nature of things. 

As might be expected, the toper entertains a most cordial 
hatred of the teetotaller ; he abhors him, and detests his 
principles — he in fact cannot hear him spoken of with any de- 
gree of patience. Oh, what a triumph to him when he catches 
a teetotaller tripping 1 With what delight he treasures up 
anecdotes of backsliding on the part of the professors of ab- 
stinence ! And of such anecdotes he has a large store ; for 
he is constantly on the look-out for them, and is not very par- 
ticular on the score of authenticity. With what glee he re- 
lates these anecdotes to his club ! and with what glee his club 
listens to the edifying and refreshing relation ! They will 
chuckle over a story of this kind for a month. Nor, in the 
matter of anecdote,"is the teetotaller a whit behind his unre- 
generated brother. The two parties, in fact, carry on a war 
of anecdote against each other — the tetotaller's being stories of 
ruin and misery resulting from dissipation — the toper's, face- 
tious little tales of hypocrisy and backsliding. Both collect 
their anecdotes with great industry, and propagate them with 
great zeal and diligence. 

The toper's attitude, as regards the teetotaller, is of course 
a hostile one. But it is not a bold one. There is nothing of 
defiance in it, although he sometimes affects it. For although 
he hates the teetotaller, he also stands in awe of him ; being 
oppressed with an awkward consciousness that the latter has 
the right side of the argument, and the weight of general 
opinion is on his side — that, in short, the teetotaller is right 
and he is wrong. 

This consciousness gives to his hostility a sneaking and 
timid character, and induces him to confine himself in the 
matter of retaliation to the facetious joke and sly insinuation. 
On more open warfare he dare not venture. The teetotaller 
is thus the assailing party: he takes and keeps the field 
manfully, and with bold front and loud voice dares the toper 
to the combat. The latter, in conscious weakness, shrinks 
at the sound, as do the small animals of the forest when they 
hear the roar of the lion ; and getting out of his way as fast 
as he can, retires to his fastnesses, the drinking-shops, and 
hedges himself round with bottles and quart-pots. 

The toper always carefully eschews any thing like direct 
and open personal contact with the enemy, in the shape of 
discussions on the merits of the question of abstinence. 
There is, in fact, nothing he so much abominates as any at- 
tempt at reasoning on the subject, where such reasoning has for 
its object to show the advantages of temperance or intemper- 
ance. The toper thus at all times prefers keeping out of the 
teetotaller's way, and, although professing the most entire 
disregard of him, will at any time go a mile about to avoid 
him. He has an instinctive dislike of him, and this because 
he is a living personified reflection on himself. 

Turning now to the teetotaller, we find two or three 
things in his conduct, too, with reference to the toper, that 
are rather curious in their way. In the first place, it is curious 
to mark the deep interest he takes in what may be called the 
tippKng statistics of his neighbourhood ; and the amount of 
knowledge which he contrives to acquire on this subject is 
really amazing. He knows all the topers in his vicinity, and 
keeps a sharp eye on their proceedings. He knows every one 
of their haunts too — knows the different degrees of dissipa- 
tion to which each has attained, and could almost tell on any 
given day what quantity each drank on the preceding night. 
In short, sb vigilantly does he watch all the outgoings and 
incomings of these marked men, and yet without seeming to 
notiee them, that they can hardly swallow a single cropper 
without his knowing it. The whole thing, in fact, is a sort 
of private study of his own, and one to which he devotes a 
great deal of quiet observation and secret reflection : he takes 
a deep interest in it, and hence the proficiency he makes out 
in the knowledge of its details. 

But our teetotaller not only knows all the professed, un- 
disguised topers of his locality ; he knows — much more 
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striking proof of his vigilance — every man also whose habits, 
although not yet sufficiently intemperate to attract the at- 
tention of any one but a teetotaller, exhibit signs and 
symptoms of becoming gradually worse. The tippling pro- 
gress of these persons he watches with the deepest interest, 
and keeps himself accurately informed regarding the extent 
and frequency of their debauches. The teetotaller, in short, 
keeps a vigilant eye over the entire drinking system of his 
neighbourhood, and professes an astonishing knowledge of 
what every one is doing in this way. If the teetotaller's 
residence be in a small town, his surveillance then embraces 
its whole extent, and hardly can a single bumper be swallowed 
within its limits, of which he does not, somehow or other, 
obtain notice. 

Abhorring dissipation itself, the teetotaller naturally ex- 
tends that abhorrence to it3 signs and symptoms. On flushed 
and pimpled faces he looks with aversion and distrust, but on 
a red nose with absolute horror. We once saw a curious in- 
stance of this : — A gentleman with a highly illumed probos- 
cis one evening entered a teetotal coffee-room in which we 
happened to be seated. The nose — for we sink the gentle- 
man, its owner, altogether, as an unnecessary incumbrance — 
passed, although with deliberate movement, like a fiery meteor, 
up the entire length of the room, exciting in its progress the 
utmost horror and dismay amongst the teetotallers with whom 
the apartment was thronged. The sensation, in fact, created 
by the red nose was immense, although not noisy in its ex- 
pression. 

It was indicated merely by an extensive and earnest whis- 
pering, by a shuffling of feet, and a general fidgetty sort of 
movement, giving, though in an unobtrusive form, a very vivid 
idea of the presence of some exceedingly disagreeable object. 
The whole room, in short, was shocked by the red nose, 
although they refrained from expressing that feeling by any 
more marked demonstration than those we have mentioned. 
The red nose seemed for some time unconscious of the effects 
it was producing, but the detection of a number of horror- 
stricken faces peering eagerly over the edges and round the 
corners of boxes, to get a glimpse of the detestable object, 
betrayed the real state of the case. The red nose, however, 
evinced no emotion on making the discovery, but passed quiet- 
ly into an unoccupied box, took up a paper, and ordered a 
glass of lemonade. The landlord looked queer at the nose 
as he tabled the order, but of course said nothing. 

Now, we thought at the time, how different would have been 
the reception of the gentleman with the red nose by a club of 
topers ! In such case, his nose, in place of being looked on 
with horror, would have been viewed with respect. It would 
have been a passport to the highest favour of the jolly frater- 
nity, and would have at once admitted its owner to their con- 
fidence and good-fellowship. We do not know, indeed, that 
its entrance would not have been hailed by a shout of accla- 
mation ; for, viewed as one of the chief insignia of a boon com- 
panion, it was truly a splendid nose. C. 



MORAL EVIL MAN'S OWN CREATION. 
Man brings upon himself a thousand calamities, as conse- 
quences of his artifices and pride, and then, overlooking his 
own follies, gravely investigates the origin of what he calls 
evil : — 

He compromises every natural pleasure to acquire fame 
among transient beings, who forget him nightly in sleep, and 
eternally in death ; and seeks to render his name celebrated 
among posterity, though it has no identity with his person, 
and though posterity and himself can have no contempora- 
neous feeling. 

He deprives himself and all around him of every passing 
enjoyment, to accumulate wealth that he may purchase other 
men s labour, in the vain hope of adding happiness to his own. 

He omits to make effective laws to protect the poor against 
the oppressions of the rich, and then wears ou6 ran existence 
under the fear of becoming poor, and being the victim of his 
owp neglect and injustice. 

He arms himself with murderous weapons ; and on the 
slightest instigation, and for hire, practises murder as a 
science, follows this science as a regular profession, and 
honours its chiefs above benefactors and philosophers, in pro- 
portion to the quantity of blood they have shed, or the mis- 
chiefs they have perpetrated. 

He disguises the most worthless of the people in showy 



liveries, and then excites them to murder men whom they 
neyer saw, by the fear of being killed if they do not kill. 

He revels in luxury and gluttony, and then complains of 
the diseases which result from repletion. 

He tries in all things to counteract or improve the provisions 
of nature, and then afflicts himself at his disappointments. 

He multiplies the chances against his own life and health by 
his numerous artifices, and then wonders at their fatal results. 

He shuts his eyes against the volume of truth as presented 
by Nature, and, vainly considering that all was made for 
him, founds on this false assumption various doubts in regard 
to the justice of eternal causation. 

He interdicts the enjoyment of all other creatures, and re- 
garding the world as his property, in mere wantonness destroys 
myriads on whom have been bestowed beauties and perfections. 

He forgets that to live and let live is a maxim of universal 
justice, extending not only to his fellow creatures, but to in- 
ferior ones, to whom his moral obligations are greater, be- 
cause they are more in his power. 

He afflicts himself that he cannot live for ever, though his 
forefathers have successively died to make room for him. 

He repines at the thought of losing that life, the use of which 
he so often perverts : and though he began to exist but yes- 
terday, thinks the world was made for him, and that he ought 
to continue to enjoy it for ever. 

He desires to govern others, hnt, regardless of their de- 
pendence upon his benevolence, is commonly gratified in dis- 
playing the power entrusted to him by a tyrannical abuse of it. 

He makes laws, which, in the hands of mercenary lawyers, 
serve as snare3 to unwary poverty— but as shields to crafty 
wealth. 

He acknowledges the importance of educating youth, yet 
teaches them any thing but their social duties in the political 
state in which they jive. 

He passes his days in questioning the providence of Nature, 
in ascribing evil to supernatural causes, in feverish expecta- 
tion of results contrary to the neGessary harmony of the world. 



The Labouk op Studt It is impossible for any man 

to be a determined Student without endangering his health. 
Man was made to be active. The hunter who roams through 
the forest, or climbs the rocks of (he Alps, is the man who is 
hardy, and m the most robust health. The sailor who has 
been rocked by a thousand storms, and who labours day and 
night, is a hardy man, unless dissipation has broken his con- 
stitution. Any mam of active habits is likely to enjoy good 
health, if he does not too frequently over-exert himself. But 
the student's habits are all unnatural, and by them nature is 
continually cramped and restrained. Men err in nothing 
more than in the estimate which they make of human labour. 
The hero of the world is the man that makes a bustle— the 
man that makes the road smoke under his chaise-and-four — 
the man that raises a dust about him — the man that ravages 
or devastates empires. But what is the real labour of this 
man, compared with that of a silent sufferer ? He lives on 
his projects : he encounters, perhaps, rough roads, incom- 
modious inns, bad food, storms and perils ; but what are 
these ? His project, his point, the thing that has laid hold on 
his heart — glory — a name — consequence — pleasure — wealth — . 
these render the man callous to the pains and efforts of the 
body. I have been in both states, and therefore understand 
them; and I know that men form this false estimate. Besides, 
there is something in bustle, and stir, and activity, that 
supports itself. At one period I preached and read five times 
on a Sunday, and rode sixteen miles. But what did it cost 
me ? Nothing ! Yet most «*en would have looked on, while 
I was rattling from village to village, with all the dogs barking 
at my heels, and would hare called me a hero ; whereas, if 
they were to look at me now, they would call me an idle, 
lounging fellow. " He gets into his study (they would say) — 
he walks from end to end — he scribbles on a scrap of paper — 
he throws it away and scribbles on another — he sits down — 
scribbles again — walks about I" They cannot see that here 
is an exhaustion of the spirit whieh, at night, will leave me 
worn to the extremity of endurance. They cannot see the 
numberless efforts of mind which are crossed and stifled, and 
recoil on the spirits like the fruitless efforts of a traveller to 
get firm footing among the ashes on the steep sides of Mount 
Etna 'Rev. John'Todd — Student's Guide. 

Necessity or a Steadfast Characteb. — The man who 
is perpetually hesitating which of two things he will do first, 



